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To theRight Honourable,my ſin- 
gular good Lord, the Fauourer of 
all good Studies, and Louer of all 


wvertnes,the Lord North, Nicholas 
Breton wiſhethencreaſe of 
honour , continuance of 
health, and eternall 


happineſſe , 


7,74 Tght Honourable, knowing the na- 
) \=” ture of men fo different, that it is 
V4: hard for oneto ſpeak of all;& rhe de- 


F, 
— 


—<-.-.. ſo farre from longing after heauen, 
th2tifrl;c mer cie of God werenot the greater, the 


and wiſhing the number of the vertuous were en- 

creaſcd ( amorg the which,if I might withour flat 

tericſpeake atruth, I ſhould note your Honor,tor 

a kinde of PLenix among men ) 1 hauc, vpon my 

knowledge of your worthyneſle, in the good re> 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatorie. 
gard of all well diſpoſed Spirits, preſumed, out of 
the humble Meditations of no worldly rpinde, to 
reſent your Honour, withalittle volume of the 
vaine celightes of the worldly , and the berter lon- 
gingesof the godly . In wluch, I am perſwaded, 
when your Honour, hath noted, what is louc, and 
what is worth the louing,you wil loue me nothing 
the worſe, for my loues longing . But leauing to 
your honourable diſcretion , the liking of 
my ſoules labour , and commaunde- 
ment of my hearts loue: in the 
humilitic of affcRionate 
ſeruice, I rei 


Your Honours,in all humble and boun- 
den duetic, Nicholas Breton, 


F. Fe | 
\ L a" 
To the Reader. 


F you loue your ſelfe, or like to bee loned, ts 
AED were good, you did firſt know what loue is; 
"9s whereit itobe ſought; and howtobe had: 
WW \ which in this little leſſon following, you mc:y 
; happe to hit on. For if you miſtake the mat. 
ter ,as many haxe done, that ſet their wittes 
4a woll-gathering, vpanthe backs of « Woodcocke gn thmking 
lone tobe either no thing, or atleaſt as little worth; or ſuch a 
kinde of Riddle 11 ſcarcely worth the reading : you may 
bappe either nexer finde what it is, rep-mt the ſeekmn , Or not 
Care forthe hauing of it; or ſtanding in your ovne hehe be but 
httle beloned for your loſt labour . But, if with theeye of a 
carefull heart, Jou will [ooke intathe lone of the ſoule, there 
Iwould be glad to ſeeyow longing, and wiſh you (hamng not to 
PYromble you with more words then matter ) the loue of God, you 
$0 lone me as [ doe you, and Godtoloue v1 all: and ſolend. 
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Torr 1,11 the lone of charitie, Nicholas Breton » 
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=— hopefull Twinnes, toynt iſſnes of one brain, 

A Kaxiſbt Soule,and longing Spirit ſends 

Into your boſomes high and heaxenly trame, 

That are wits kmnſemen, and the Muſes friends. 

Embracethem,louethem,and with mndgements view 

Eye them. Beleeue me, Reader,thou ſhalt finde 

Their limmeswell meaſur d , and proportions trge; 

No part diſſenting from their perfeit kinde, 

Omnely the faſhionſis not on their clothes, 

To make them ſightly to fant itlicke eyes. 

Pallas ror Venus,d:d rhe worke diſpoſe, 

Cutting their garments from Angellicke hier. 
Plaine is ther habite, yet Dinine and [reete: 
Fit for the wiſe, but for the 11ſ-Þ 1. j2ere, 
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= | 0c Booke, and batke thoſe eyes, 
That lowe but ſhadowes ſt ebler 


eAnd let them gape for flyer, 
T hat make hs Buzzard: flights, 


nd tell the humble heart, 
T hat longes in better lone, 
To him thou wile impart 
Thy ſpirits Turtle dowe, 


Whoſe fieſh,the ſoule doth feed, 
With that eternal ſweet, 

Wherein hearts cies may reed, 
How life and loue doe meet, 


To make the bleſſed ſee 
T he loue, that longeth beſt: 
And what thoſe longinges bee, 
VF hoſe loue is neuer bleſt. 


T hat lone not miſcontein'd in thow:ht, 
May newer longe for that is nought . 
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Bretons Longing . 


mea Hat life hath he that neuer thinkes of Loue? 
NN o/f I] And what ſuch loue bur hath a ſpecial liking? 
YAY! And,what ſuch liking,bur wit ſeeke to prove? 
The beſtto find,the comfort ofhis ſeeking ? 


/ 
Ve | apt 
&) But, while fond thoughts in follics packe are pecking, 
Berter conceited wittes may caſcly finde 


The trueſt wealth that may enrich the minde, 


Bur, ſince the difference twixt the good, and bad, 

Is ceaſely ſeene in notes of their delightes : 

Aud that thoſe notes are needefull to be had, 

To ce whole eyes are of the cleareſt fights : 

Whoſe are the dayes, and whoſe may be the nightes : 
From the poore Crowch, ynto the Princely Crowne, 
I will the difference, as I finde,fet downe . 


The worldly Prince longes toencreaſc his State , 

To conquer Kingdomes, andto weare their Crownes , 

A foraine power, by forces to abate, 

To make but foot-(tooles, of their faireſt Townes, 

And, hates the ſpirits of thoſe home-made Clownes, 
That will not ventcr life for ViRorie. 


But yer, forgets that God ſhould haue the glorie, 
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Bretons Longing. 


The worldly Councellour doth beat his braines, 

How to aduiſc his Soueraigne for the beſt, 

Andin his place, doth take continuall paines , 

To keepe his Prince in ſuch a pleaſing reſt , 

That he may {till be leaning on his brealt, 
Th:nking his happe vnto a heauen ſo wrought: 
But yer perhaps, Godis not inhis thought. 


The Souldter, he deliohteth ail in Armes, 

To ſce his colous] in the field dif] play'd, 

Andlonges to {eethe yſlue of thole harmes, 

That may reucale an encmie diſmay'd, 

A Fort defeate«|, or a Towne betray” d, 
Anditillto he in action, day and night : 
But little thinkes on God in all the fioht. 


The worldly Schaller loues a world of Bookes, 

And ſpends his life in many anidle line: 

Meane whilc his heart, to heauen bur little lookes, - 

Norloucs to thinke ypon athought divine; 

Theſe thoughtes of ours (alas) 1o lowe encline, 
VVe ſecke to know, what nature can cftect; 
But yuto God, haucſinall, or noreſpeR, 
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Bretons Longing . 


The Poet, with his hRions, andhis fancies, 
Pleaſeth himſelfe with humorous inventions: 
VVhich well conſidered, are a kinde of franzies, 
That caric little truth. in their intentions: 
While wit and ———_—— contentions, 


Make wiſcdome finde, that follies ſtrong illuſton 
Bringes wit and ſenſes wholly to confuſion, 


The worldly Lawyer tu right and wronge: 
But how NE lyes. 
For, if you looke for what his loue doth long, 
It is the profite ofhis plea doth riſe, 
There is the worldly Lawyers Paradiſe : 
He ncither longes, the right, nor wrong, to ſee: 
But to be fingring ofthe golden fee . 


The Colmographer doth the world ſuruey, 
Thehils, and dales, the nookes and little crookes, 
The woods, the plaines, the high, and the by-way, 
The Seas, the Riuers, and the little brookes ; 
All theſc he findes within his compaſt bookes; 

And with his ncedle, makes his meaſurecuen; 

Bur, all this whyic he doth nor thinke of heauen , 
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Bretons Longing 
Th'Aftronomer ſtandes ſtaring onthe Skie, 
And will not hauc a — beneath a ſtarre : 


But, by his ſpeculation efpic 

A world of woonder, comming from afarre ; 

Andtels oftimes,and natures, peace and warre : 
Of Mars his ſword,and Meremry his Rod: 
But all this while, he little thinkes on God, . 


The worldly Marchant ventreth farre and neere : 
| Andſhunnes nor Land, nor Scatomake a gaine, 
Thinkes ncither trauaile, care, nor coſt too deere, 
Ifrhat his profite counteruaile his paine, 
While ſo his minde is on the getting vaine, 
Thar ifhis Shippe, doe (: ifeſ come on ſhore , 
Goldis his God, and he defires No more . 


The worldly Courtier learnes to crouch andcreepe, 
Speake faire, waite cloſe, obſerue his time and place, 
And wake,and watch and ſcarcely catch a ſleepe, 
Till he haue got into ſome fauours grace, 
And will all cunning in his courſe embrace, 

That may vnto Authoritic aduance : 


But ifhe chinke of God, it 1s a chaunce , 
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Bretons Longing . 


The worldly Farmer fils his Barnes with Core, 

And ploughes,and fowes,and Gigges, and delues, & hedges, 

Lookes to his Cattell, will not loſe a horne, 

Fels downe his woods, and fals ynto hi; wedges, 

And grindes his Axes, and doth mend their edges, 
And deerely ſels,that he good cheape hath bought : 
Bur, all the while Godis not in his thought, 


) 


The Sayler, he doth by his compaſſe ſtand, 
And weies his anchors, and doth hoylſe his ſayles, 
Andlonges for nothing, but to get on land, 
VVhile many a ſtorme his ſtarting ſpirite quailes, 
And feare of Pirats, hispoore heart affayles: 

But onceon ſhore , carowſe and cafts off feare, 


Yer ſcarcely thinkes on God that ſethim there. 


The worldly Preacher talkes of Sacrifice, 
Of Sacraments, and holy Myſterics: 
Meane while, hee longes bur for the Benefice, 
That ſhould preſerue his purſe from beggeries, 
Becauſe hee loucs no worldly miſeries. 
'For many a Preacher, that Gods word hathtaught, 
Shewes by his life, God liues not in his thought, 
B3. The 
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Bretons Longing. 


The worlds Phiſitian, that in ſickneſle tries 
The nature ofthe hearbes and Minerals : ; 
+ , And, inhisſimples, and his compounds ſpies, 
Which way to make the Patients funerals, 
Or profite by his Cures in generals, 
Longes but ro ſec how _ they may endure : 
But ſcarcely thinkes on God in all the Cure . 


The worlds Muſitian, that doth tunchis voice, | 

Vnto ſuch notes a#Muſiques skill hath ſer: | 

Whoſe heart doth in the harmonic reioyce, | 

Where pleaſing Conſorts arc moſt kindely met: 

Bur gill perhaps his ſpirit doth forget, | 
In all his himnes,and ſonges, and ſweeteſt layes, | | 
To thinke of God, or ofhis worthy prayſec. 


The Polititian hath a world of plots, 
In which his ſpirit hath his ſpeciall ſpyes, 
Ties, and vnties a Thouſand ſundrie knots , 
In which the ſybſtance of his ſtudie lyes : 
And many trickes his cloſe experience tryes, 
How to deceiue the world with many a wile : 


But ncuer thinkes on God in all the while . 
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Bretons Longing . 


The Trauailer delighteth in the view 

Ofchange and choiſe offundrie kinde of creatures : 
Tomarke the habites, andto note the hew 

Of farre borne people and their ſundrie naturcs, 


Their ſhapes, their ſpeech,their gates, their lookes, their fea- 
And longes yk ar to or rr lifes abode: (ures, 
Yet happ'ly neuer longes tobe with God. 


The Painter in his colours takes delight, 

And neere the life, to make the liuclyhood: 

While onel ſhadowes doe deceiue the ſight, 

That take Fl ch pleaſure in a peece of wood: 

But doth not long for that ſame living food, 
Which neither eyc hath ſeene, nor . conceiu'd, 
The God of truth, that neuer ſoule decew'd. 


The Lover, he, but on his Ladie thinketh, 
And howto catchher ina kinde coment, 
And lookes, and tceres, and trowles the cic, and winketh, 
And ſeckes how thoughtes i in ſilence may bee ſent, 
And longes to ſee the end of his intent, 

And thinkes himlſe'fe a King, togeta kifſe: | 

But where is God, in all theſe thoughtes ofhis? 
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Bretons Longing. 


ThArtificer that hath a worke to doe, 
_ brin $ his hand vnto his heads deuiſe, 
_— he ſee, what it will come vnto, 
And how his paines haue profite in the price, 
And hauin Liry it ouertwiſe or thrice, 
Toyes in his heartzbut ſcarcely hath a thought, 
Tothanke his God, that him the cunning taught. 


The Churle, that fits and champes ypon his chaffe, 
And will not ſtirre a foote from his Barne floure, 
Except it be, among his bagges to laugh, 
He can the poore ſo with his purſe devoure, 
Longes but to vſe the poyſon of his power, 

enrich himſclfe, to bringe a worldto naught, 


Shewes, that God neuer dwels within his thought, 


As for thoſe beggerly conditions 
Ofvaſeſt trades, I liketo miry hogges, 
Doe ſhewe their ſpirites diſpoſitions , 
In digging with their noſes vnder logges, 
For ſlime and wormes:or like to raucning 
Longe but for that, -which doth the 5%: 


Molt of them tinke on Godagainſt thetrwill 
Theſe 
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Bretons Longing . 
Theſe are the worldlinges, and their worlds —_— 


| —_ nowes, is not worth the louing: 


Theſe are es of thoſe euill fights, 

That vertue = —_— faire eyes remoouing. 

Theſe are the paſſions of corruptions ing: 
But, they that loue, andlong for God his ghe, 
In worldly trifles neuer take delight . 


The Prince annainted with the oyle of grace, 

Who fits with meercie, inthe ſcate of peace, 

Will long to ſes his Sauiour in the face, 

An4, all hisrighe into tus handesreleaſe, 

(\Vinoſe oncly (ight would make all ſorrow _ 
And lay both Crowne, and Kingdome at his 
Bu: of his preſence to enioy the ſweete.. 


The Corncellour with heauenly grace inſpird, + 
Where wiſdome guides the lincaments of wit, 
*.Irhovgh he hath to honours place aſpir'd, 

' | $heart doth ſhew,it longes not after it: 

> 113 loue deſwres, a higher marketo hitre : 

For while he leaneth on his Princes breaſt, 
- "Hislonging 15, but with his God toreſt, As 
_ - 
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Bretons Longing . 


The Courtier, that is once in God his grace, 
What euer countcnaiice inthe Court he beares, 
His heart afpireth to a better place : 
Which humble loue doth long for with thoſe teares , 
Which all too naught, the pride of pleaſure weares, 
And neuer reſts yntill his God he ſec, 
With whome his ſoule in loue doth long to be. 


The Souldier, that hath fought the ſpirits fiohr, 
Will put affor are, anlong to live in peace, 
Andnotin diſcord, but concord delight, 
V Vhere gracious kindeneſſe, makes all quarrels cealc, 
V Vhile paticnce, doth all paſſions ſo appeaſe, 
Thar, he ſhall finde that Souldiouroncly bleſt, 
Whoſe faith,in God, doth ſer his ſoulc at reſt, 


The Lawyer, that hath read the Lawes of God, 

Andin hs heart is touched with his loue : 

And knowes the ſinart of the ſupernall Rod, 

Wyl one day worke, for filly ſoules behoue, 

Who haue : tos comfort in the heauens aboue, 
VVillleaue all golden fees, to ſecthe grace, 
That mercies iultice ſhewes in Ieſus face, 
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Bretons Longing . 
The Scholler, that be {art with Chriſt his croſle, 


And leckes good ſpeede, but inthe holy Ghoſt, 

Findes by v- booke, that ſiluer isbur droſle, 

And all his labour, in his ſtudie loſt, 

Where faith, of mercie, cannot ſweet! boaſt, 
And loue doth lon for an other bliſſe, 
Then, what in God,andin his graces is. 


Andſucha Poet as the Pſalmiſt was, 
V'Vhohad no minde, but on his Maiſtersloue : 
V'Vhoſe Mulcs did the world in Muſique paſſe, 
Thar onely ſoong but of the ſoules behoue, 
In giuing gloric to the God aboue , 
Wouldall worldes fictions wholly laye aſide, 
And onely long, but with the Lordto bide . 


Thc Colmographer, that by rules of grace, 
Surueys the Cite of the heauenly Saintes, 
Will ncuer long for any earthly place, 
Thar cither penne preſcnbes, or Painter paints: 
But in the faith, that neuer failes, nor faints, 
Will long to ſee inheauens leruſalem, 
The gratious Godof glories Diadem., 
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Bretons Longing . 


The true Aſtronomer, that ſees the Sunne, 
And knowes that God, from whome it takes his light, 
Andin the courſe, the Moone and ſtarres doe runne, 
Findes the true guider of the day andnight, 
Longes but to ſee his onely blefied fight , 
Who Sunne, and Moone, and ſtars their brightnes giues, 
And, in whoſe face, all brightneſle glone liues . 


The Mariner, that oft hath yaſt the Seas, 
Andin his perils, ſeenc the power of God , 
Whoſe onely mercie doth the ſtormes appeaſe, 
And bringes the Shippe vnto his wiſhed Road , 
- Willneuer longe,on earth tomake abode : 
But in the heauens, to ſee that bleſſed hande, 
Thar, at his becke, ſo rules both Sea and Land. 


The Marchant, that hath caſt within his miinde;, 
How much the ſpirits gaine the fleſhſurmounts, 
And by his faith, in mercies loue doth finde 

The ioyfull ſumme of ſuch a ſoules accounts, 

As to faluativnofthe whole amounts, 

Will leauc the world, but on Chriſtes face to looke, 
VVhich all the faithfull make their liuing Booke , 
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Bretons Longing. 


The Farmer, that hath felt his neighbours neede, 

And found, how God, and charitie are one : 

And knowes there is a better kinde of feede, 

Then grafle, or Corne, or fleſh, or bloud, or bone, 

VVill wiſh himſelfe from his worlds treaſure gone, 
Vpon thoſe _ to feede in mercies bliſle, 


VVhere Chritft his preſence is heauens Paradiſe, 
The true Phiftian that doth knowe the natures , 
And diſpoſitions of cach Element, 
And knowes that God created hath all Creatures 
Beneath, andeke aboue the Firmament, 
Andouer all, hath onely Gouernment, 
VVill onely long that glorious God to know, 
That giues the ficknefle and dothcure it fo, 


The ſoules Muſitian, that doth finde the ground, 
Ofrrueſt Muſique, but in God his grace, 
VVill thinke all ſinging, bur an idle ſound, 
VVhere God his praiſe hath not the highelt place, 
And onely longes to ſce that bleſled'face , 

VVhich makes the Virgins, Saints, and Angels fing, 

An Hallcluiah, to their neauenly King, 

CT 1 The 


Bretons. Longing. 

The Preacher, that doth in his ſoule beleeue 

The word of God, which tothe world he teacherth, 

Andin his ſpirit inwardly doth greeue, 

He cannot live ſoheauenly as he preacheth, 

VVhile faith no further thento mercie reacheth, 
VVould wiſh inſoule , to leaue his Benefice, 
To make himſelfe to Chriſt a Sacrifice . 


The Politician, that hath plotted much, 

In worldly matters greatly to his gaine, 

Will finde, if God doe once his ſpirittuch, 

Zachens heart will haue another vyaine, 

Toclime aloft, and to come downe againe , 
Andleaue all plots, to come but to that place, 
Where he might ſee ſweete Tefus in the face . 


Th Artificer, that hath a worke in hand, 

And feeles the grace of God within his heart: 

And by the ſame, doth ſurely vnderſtand , 

How God alone perfecteth cuerie part, 

And onely is the giuer of all Art, 
Will gladly leauc his worke , and _y to be, 
Where he might Chriſt his ſoules worke-maiſter ſee, 


Bretons Longing. 


The Painter, that doth painta daintje Image, 
+ Soneere the life as may be tothe ſame, 
And makes an Aſle ynto an Owle doe 
While ſhadowes bringe the ſeriſes ous of 
If God his heart, once with his loue enflame, 
His PiRures all will vnder foote be trod, 
And he will longe, but for the liuing God, 


The Trauailer, that walkes the world 2bour, 

And ſees the glorious workes of Godon high, 

IfGod his grace once kindly finde him our, 

And vnto heauen doe lift his humble eye, 

Has ſoulc in faith, will ſuch perfeQtions ſpie, 
Thar leauing all,that he on earth can ſee, 
His loue will long, but with the Lordto be . 


F 


The Churle, that neuer chaunc't ypon a thoughe 
Of charitie, nor what belonges thereto, 
If God his preg is ſpirit brought, 
To feele what good the faithfull almers doe, _ - 
The loue of Chriſt will fo his ſpirit wooe, 
That he will leaue Batnes corne, and bagges of Coine, 
Andlandandlife, with Ieſus loue to ioyne. : 
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Bretons Longing. 


Thus, fromthe Prince, vnto the pooreſt ſtate, 
Who ſeemes to liue, as yoide of reaſons ſenſe, 
If Godonce come, who neuer comes too late, 
And touch the ſoule, with his {weet Quinteſſence 
Of mercies gratious glorious patience : 

His ſoulc will leaue what ecuer it doth loue, 

And long to liuc, but with the Lord abouc , 


Now, to the tenure ofthat longing time, 

That louing ſpirits thinke too - willlaſt, 

The maide new maried, in her pregnant prime, 

Longes ill the time of fortie weekes be vaſt, 

And blameth time, he makesno greater haſt, 
Till in her armes, ſhe ſweetly haue receiu'd, 


Her Comfortes fruite within her wombe conceiu'd . 


Thus fortic weekes, ſhe labours all in loue, 

Andat the laſt dothtrauaile all in paine: ow 
Bur, ſhortly after doth ſuch comfort proouc, A 
As glads herheart, and makes all whole againe : 

So,:nher Infants _ {milingvaine, 


Pleaſing her ſelfe, that all her greefe is gone, 


VVhen ſhe may haucher babe tolooke ypon . 


Penelope, 


Bretons Longing . 


Penelope, at her deere loues departing , 

In ſober kindneſlſe didconceale her care: 

Though in her heart ſhe had that inward ſmarting, 

That times continuance after did declare : 

VVhere conſtant loue did ſhew, without compate, 
A perfect paſſion of true vertues yaine , 
Longing but for YI;fes home againe., 


How many yeeres, the Storie doth ſet downe, 
In which ſhe fel, the gall of abſence greefe: 
When con(tant faith, on foule effects did frowne, 
Which ſought to be to charitie a theefe, 
Ofnarurecs | 4 the true honour cheefe : 
Long languiſhing in abſence cruell hel) : 
Buc, when ſhe ſaw hus prelence all is well . 


Bur, if I may in holy lines beginne, 
To ſpeake of Toſeph . and his longing loue 
Vntohis brethren , but to Benianin 
Tonote the paſſion, nature did ap uc, 
Which did ſuch teares in his affection mooue, 
That well from thence,the Prouetbe ſweet might ſpring, 
The loue ot Brethuen is a bleſled thing. 
D | VWell 
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Well may I ſee the notes of natures griefe, 
In abſence of the obieR ofaffeion : 
And longing for the ſubſtance ofreliefe, 
In preſence finde the life of loues perfetion, 
Whale cie,and heart,are led by one direSion, 
Yer all this while, I doe not truely prooue 
The blefſed longing of the ſpurits loue. 


When Mary Margdalene,fo full of fine, 
As made her hcart a harbour of ill thought, 
Felt once the grace of Godto enter in, 
And driue them out that her de{truQtion ſought : 
Her foulc was then to /eſas loue ſo wrought, 
As that with teares in true affect did prouc 
The pleaſing longing ofthe Spirits louc, 


In griefe ſhe went all weeping to his graue, 
Lane to ſee him,or a - dead uf 
Cena not ceaſe yntill her loue might haue 
Her longed fruite on which her ſpirit fed: 
One bleſſed crumme of that ſweet heauenly bread 
Of Angels food, but of her Lorda fight; 
Whoſe hcauenly preſence prou'd her ſoules delight, 
Midas 
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Midas did long fornothing els bur Gold, 
And he was kindely choaked for his choyce : 
Buch longing loue doeth with too m_——_—__ 
Which onely doe in worldly drofle rcioyce, 
Bur did they hearken to the heauenly vyoyce, 
Thcir Diamondes ſhould not fo fr ſe be fold, 
And they would long for God,andnot for gold. 


Zachexs,too long,longedfor ſuch drofle, 
Till eſs came, his ſpirits further joye; 
And then he found his gainc did yeeld bur lofle, 
While finnc in conſcience bred the ſoules annoye, 
And vnto heauen the world was buta oye : 

He left it all andclimed vp atree, 


To ſhew his longing, how but Chriſt to ſee. 


And well he longd that ſo his loue receiued; 

Who ſweetly ſaw,and kindly call'd him downe: 

His ſtature low;buthis louc high conceiued: 

Who ſo was grac't by mercies glories crowne, 

As ,hauing cauſe ypon hs finnes to frowne, 
Forgaue the workes that did deſerue damnation, 


And fill d his houle with glory of ſaluation, 
D 2 
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Ableſſed longing ofa bleſſed Loue. 
Wouldſoall ſoulcs did loue, and ſo did long : 
And intheir longing inight ſo ſweetly prooue 
The gratious ground of ſucha glorious fonge, 
As kils all finne, that doth the ſpirit wrong : 
And ſing with Simeon at his Sauiours light, 
Oh now my ſoule depart in peace delight . b- 


Oh bleſſed Simeon, bleſſed was thy loue, 

And thy Loues longing for thy Sauiour ſo: 

Who wrought ſo {wectly for thy ſoules behoue, 

As, from thy Re would not let thee gue, 

Till to thy louc, he did his preſence ſhowe : 
Which made thee fing, when ſorrowes all did ceaſe * 
Lord,let thy Seruant now depart, in peace. 


For I, according to thy word, haue ſeene 
The glorious ſubſtance of my ſoules faluation : 
Thy word, in whome my truſt hath euer bene, 
And now hath found my comforts confirmation, 
Thus didhe make a ioyfull declaration 
Of that ſweete fight of his ſweet Sauiours face, 
That was the glorie of his ſpirits grace . 


YEE 
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How many yeeres, he all in prayer ſpent, 
For the be ding of his blefied ws, 
What was the yſlue of his hopes cuent, 
And how his prayers did preuaile aboue, 
That ſo his God <1d ynto mercie moue, 
As tohis armes, to ſend his onely Sonne, 
The Storie doth all th Apoſtles runne. 


He was well call d, good Simeon, for FR grace, 
That God had viuen the ſpirite of his loue : 
That loue that long d,but in his Sauiours face, 
To ſee the blefſing ofhis ſoulcs behone : 
And bleſſed prayer, that did truely proue, 
A bleſledfoule, that could not prayer ceaſe, 
Till Chriſt his preſence Came tO giue it Peace . 


So ſhouldall ſoules , their Loues chiefe longing haue, 
All ſoules 4 meane, of cueric Chriſtian harr, 
That lecke or hope, both heart and ſoule to ſaue, 
From Hell, damnation, and ſupernall ſmarr : 
This is the loue, that in the liuing part, 
Ofmercies power, ſhall finde that bleſſeeneſſe, 
fires onely happineſle . 
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Nor can louec looke to limit out a time, 
But now,and then,and cucrmore attende: 
For he ſhall neuer to that comfort clune, 
That will not all his life in prayer ſpend, 
Vntill he ſce his Sauiour in the end: 
In whoſe ſweer face,docth all and onely reſt 
The heauenly ioy,that makes the ſpirit bleſt, 


Bleft be the ſpirit, that ſo longs and loues 
As did Zachews and good Simeon : 
And,from his faithfull prayer neucr mooues, 
Vacill he findhis life to looke vpon: 
And,in ſuch loue is all ſo ouer gon, 
Thar, in ſuch ioy his heart and ſpirit dwels, 
As, having Chrilt,it cares for nothing cls. 


Oh bleſſed Chryſt,the eſſence ofall bliſſe, 
All bleſled foules loues longings chiefe delight: 
' What heart canthinke, how *o ſoule bleſied is, 
That cuer hath his Sauiowr in his fight ? 
The ſunny day that neuer hath a niphe. 
Oh that my ſpirit might ſocuer pray, 
That I might liue to [ce that bleſſed day, 


The 
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The day that onely ſpringeth from on high, 
That high daylight,wherein the heauens doe liue : 
The life that loucs,but to behold thar eye, 
Which doeth the glory of all bri ohrneſle iue, 
And from henlightned,doth all darkeneſſe drive: 
Where Saints doe ſee,and Angels know to be 
A brighter light, thcn Saints or Angels (ge. 


In this lights loue,Oh,lct me cuerliue, 
And let iny ſoule haue neuer other loue, 
But,all the pleaſures ofthe world togiue, 
The ſmalleſt ſparke of ſuch a w_ proue, 
Andeuer pray vnto my OQodaboue, 
To grant my humble ſoule good Simeons grace, 


In loue to ſee my Sauiour in the face, 


O face more faire, then faireneſle can containe: 

O eye more bright then a” ns. can declare: 

Olightinore pure,then paſſion can explaine ; 

O lite more bleſt, then may with blifſe compare : 

O heauen of heauens, where ſuch perfeRions are, 
Let my ſouleliue toloue,tolong, to bee 
Eucr in prayer,but to looke on thee, 
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But,oh ynworthy eye of ſuch a fight : 
And all vnworthy heart of ſuch a loue: 
Vnworthy ſoue, to long for ſucha light: 
Vnworthy longing ſuch alifetoprooue : 
Vnworthy life, fo f h a ſuit tomooue. 
Thus, all noma of ſo high a grace, 
How ſhall I ſee my Sauiour in the face. 


be? 


All by the prayer of true penitence, 
Where faith in teares attendeth graces time, 
My Soulc doth hope in mercies patience, 
My heart all clean{ed from my finfull crime, 
To ſeethe ſpringing of Awuroras prime, | 
' Inthoſe bright beames of that ſixeete bleſſed Sunne 
Ofmy deere God, in whome all blifle begunne . 


And that my ſoule may ſucha bleſſing ſee, 

Let my heart pray, and praying neucr ccaſe, 

Till heart and ſoule may both rogether be : 

Bleſt in thy Gght all forrowes doth releaſe : 

And with good Seo then depart in peace, 
Ohthen; but then, and onely cuer then, 
Bleſt be my ſoule, ſweete /eſws lay Amen, 

Gloria m exeelſis Deo, 
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En talke ofloue, that know not what it is. 
M For could we know what loue may be indeede, 
We would not haue our mindes ſo led amiſle , 
AVith idle royes, that wanton humours feede; 
But, inthervles ofhigher reaſon read 
What loue may be, ſo from the world conceal'd; 
Yer, ali too plainely, to the world reucal'd. 


Some one doth faine, Loue is a blinded God, 

His blinenefle, him more halfe a Diuell ſhowes . _ 

For Louc, with blindnefle, neucr made abode: 

Which all the power of wit and reaſon knowes? 

And from whoſe grace, the ground of knowledge growes 
But fuch blinde eyes, "chat canno better ſce, 
Shall neuer liue to come, where loue may be, 


Some onely thinke it onely is a thought, 

Bred in the cye, and buzzeth inthe draine, 

And breakes the heart, yntill the minde be brought, 

Tofcede the ſenſes, witha ſortie vaine, 

Till wits once gone, come neuer home againe : 
Andthen toolate , in mad conceit doe proour, 


Fantaſticke wits are euer _ of loue . 
Soue 
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Some thinke it is a babe of beauties gettug, 

Nurſt vp by Nature,andtimesoacly breedung x 

A pretty worke,to ſet the wits a whetting, 

Vpon a fancy of an humours feedi::g; 

\Vhere rcaſon findes burlirtle ſenſe in receding. 
Nogno: Ifce, children muſt goe to Schosle; 
Philoſophie is not tor cuery fool, 
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- And,foie againe thinke there is no ſuch thing, 
But in conceit, a kinde of coyncd leſt: F 
Which onely doth of idle humors ſpring, 
Like to a Bud within a Phe»ex neſt; 
Where ncuer yet did any yong one reſt, 
Bur let ſuch fooles take heed of blaſphemie: 
Forloueis high in his Diunutie, -- 


But to be ſhort,to learne to finde him our, 
T5 not in beauties eyes, nor babycs harts ; 
He muſt goe beat another world about, . 
And !ecke for loue,but in thoſe lng parts 
Ofreaſons light, that is the lite of Arts ; 


That will perceive, though he can never ſce- 
The wary 


flence whereof loue may be. 
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It is too cleare a brightneſle for mans eye: 

Too high a wiſedom forkis wits to fin 

Too deepe a ſecret for his ſenſe totrie : 

And,all too heauenly,for his carthly mind; 

It is a grace of ſucha glorious kinde, 
As giues the ſoule,a ſecret power to know it. 
But giuesno heart,nor ſpirit power to ſhow it, 


It is of heauen and earth the higheſt beaurie, 
The powerfull hand ofheaueus andearths creation 
The due commander of all ſpirits duety, 
The Deitic of Angels Adoration : 
The glorious ſubſtance of the ſoules ſaluation: 
The light of Truthe,chatall perfeQtion trieth, 
And if that gives chelife that meer dicth, 


Tt is the height of God,and hate of ill, 

Tryumph of Trueth,and falſhoods oucrthrow: 

The onely worker ofthe higheſt will; 

And onely ans. « e,that Bk knowledge know: 


And onely ground where it doeth _  _ : 


Iris1n "a the ſubſtznce of all blifle , 
. Without whoſe bleſſing all = nothing is. 
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Bur in it ſelfe, it ſelfe, it all containerh : 

And fromit ſelfe, but of it ſelfe it giueth : 

It nothing loſerh, and it nothing paineth , 

Bur in the glorie of it ſelfe, it liuerh: 

A ioy, which ſoone away all forrowdriweth : 
The prooued truth, of ail perfections ſtorie, 


Our God incomprehenſible in glorie. 


Thus, is itnot a Riddleto be read: 

And yet, a ſecret to be foundin reading : 

Bur, whenthe heart ioynes yſſue with . head, 

In ſettled faith to feeke the ſpirits feeding, 

While in the woundes that euer freſh are bleeding, 
In Chriſt his fide , the faithſull ſoule may ſee, 
In peric&t life, what perfeR loue may 7, 


No further ſeeke, then for to finde out loue, 
Then in the liues of euerliuing bliſſe, 
Where carefuil conſcience may in comfort prooue, 
In ſacred oue, that heauenly ſubſtance is, 
Thar ncuer guides the gracious minde amiſſe; 

Bur makes the ſoule, to finde in lifes behoue , 

What thing inceed, end nothing elle is loue ? 

Then 
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Then make no doubt of cither goodor bad, 

If this or that, in ſubſtance, or in thought : 

And by what meanes, it may be ow. or had: 
Whereof it is, and how it may be wrought: 
Let it ſuffice the word of truth hath taught, 


Itis the grace, but of the liuing God, 
Before beginning, that with him abode, 


It brought forth power to worke, wiſedome to will, 
Juſtice to iudge, Mercie to exccute, | 
Vertueto plant, Charitic to fill, 
Time to dire, Truth falſhood to confute, 
Picic to pleade, in penitences ſuite , 

Parience to bide, and peace to giue the reſt, 

To proouc how loue doth makethe ſpirit bleft 


And this is God,and this ſame God is love, 
For God, and loue in charitie are one: 
Andcharitic is that ſame God aboue, 
In whowmne doth liue that onely loue alone , 
VVichout whoſe grace, true ho is neuer none, 

Then ſeeke no turther, what is loue to finde ? 

But onely carie God withinthy minde, 
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Leauc inthe world to looke forany loue: 
For on the earth is hittle faith to finde; 
And faithlefſe hearts, in roo much tructh doe proue 
Loue doth notliue, where carc isſo vnkinde : 
Mcn uttheir natures differ from their kinde. 
Sinne fils the world fo full of ſecret euils: 


Men ſhould be Gods to men, but they are deuils, 


Chriſtlou'd to death,yer loue did never die. 
For,loue,by death,did worke the death of death. 
Oh living ny" heaucniy Myltery, 

To greata glory, for this world beneath; 

The bleſſed! breathing,of the highelt breathe, = 
Bleſt are they borne, thar m_ finde in thee, 


Oh bleſſed God, what bleſled louc ;nay be, 


Let then the Poets leaue their idle humours, 
That write of loue wherc therc is noſuch thing : 
And let the world not hearken to thoſe rumours, 
That fpeake of loue,or whence that lite doeth {pring; 
Except it be in this our bleſſed king, 
And Lord oflife,in waem our foules may prouc 
The onely life of cucrliuing loue , 
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Let wantons weepe,that laughing ſought for loue, - ' 


VVithin the Gems of thew miſtaken 10yeS:; 


And turne withtecares,that pou path to proue, 
t 


That leades the piir,from worlds annoycs, 
Vnto that trealure,that admits notoyes * 
But inthe riches vt the ſoule doeth proue 
The heauenly lite of blefled ſpirits loup 


And let the wiſe (ifany ſuch chere be, 

As Godforbid,but there were many fuch, 
That1n their ſoules by ſecret wiſedome {ee , 
In the true tt:all of rrue vertues touch, 

The worth that faith cannot affeRtoo much) 


Confeſle, they finder trueths eftets alone, , 
That Godis loue, without wham there is nane, 


Amidde the skie, there is one onely.ſunne, 

Amiddethe ayre,one onely Phunx flies 3 

One only Tine, by which all houres doe runne; 

One onely life; chat lives and neuex ghes :. ©. , 

One onely eye, thateuerie thought deſcrits: 
One onely light,that ſhewes one onely loue: 
One anely loue,andthat i - _ abyuc. , 
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Toliy yet further, what this loue may be, 
It is a holy hcauenly excellence, 
Aboue the power of any eye to ſce, 
Or witto finde by worlds experience: 
Iris rhe ſpirit of lifes Quinteſſence : 
V'Vhoſe rare effets, may partly be perceiuede 
Bur tc the full, can neucr be conceiued . | 


It is repentance {weete reſtoratiue, 

The Roſa ſolis, the ficke foule reuiucth, 

It is the fatthfull hearrs preſernatiue : 

It is the hauen, where happie grace arriueth ; 

It is the lite, that death of power depriueth : 
Tt is in ſfurnme, the euerfaſting bliſſe, 
VVhcre; God alone in al! his olorie is. 


It is a ioy that neuer comes in eſt : 
A comfort, that doth curoffeucrie care; 
Arule, wherciti the life of life doth ret, 
V Vhere all the fair1full finde rheir happie fare, 
A good, that doth but onely God declare. 
Aline, that hisrighthand doth drawe ſocuen, 


As leads the (dlile; the hi $h waye ynto heauen , 
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If then henceforth yoy aske what thing is loue; 
In light,in li! - Jn ecin God, goe looke it : 
Andifin theſe you doe not truely prooue, 
How,in your hearts, you may for cuer booke it; 
Vnhaypy thinke your ſelues, you have miſtooke it. 
For why the life that death hath ouer-trod, 
Is but the louc of Grace:aud that 15 God, 


All Linde of loue but this, is but nuſtaken: 

And all conceit butthis, is milconceiued: 

All kindc of lone but this muſt be forſaken: 

All eruſt, but in this trueth nay be deceiued: 

All in this loue, all trueth may be perceiued: 
All hearts beliefe,and all foules ſeale ynto it, 
All what is good, this loue doeth onely doc it. 


\Whar ſhall T fay? but tis beyondm laying, 
To tell you all may of this loue be L : 
And yet ,that trueth be free from all betraying, 
Thathath no more,then what ſhe knowes, bewray'd, 
Let me but ſtay,but where as ſhee hath [taid, 

And fay bur tizis as lhaue laid before, 

That louc is God,andIcan ſay nomore. 
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H bleſſed loue, the life of bleſſedneſle, 
If eucrthou diddcſt@clpe a ſinners heart, 
Behold my teates, andinthy holyneſle, 
Aſſiſt my ſpirit with thy ſacred Art, ; 

That al the world may ioy to heare me ſing 
The holy praiſes of my heauenly Kings 


Inipire me with that mnderſtanding power, 
Which may concciue, andby deſert commend 
The toppe of truth on that triumphant Tower, 
\Vhere | dwell, and glories neuer end : 

Ler ſome ſuch An ell helpe me in deuiſing, 

As ſpcakes of re n olorics cucrrifing., 
Oh loue, how gratious 1s Fol beautic held, 
That piues the world but ſhadowes to behold ! 

But, oh what gloric maiſt thou iuttly yeeld, 
Vnrto that life, which doth ty life vafold! 

And while all ſhadowes fade, and fall away, 


Is eucr bright, and neucr can decay. 


In natures beaurie, all the beſt can be 
Arc ſhadowing colours to deceiuethe eye: 
But in this beautie, may our ſpirits ſce 
Alight wherein we liue, and cannot die; 
Alight whereby we foe that moſt uailes Vs, 
The comfon of our faith, that neuer failes ys, 


How 
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How bountifull is that faire hand accounted, 
That ofhis ſtore, a little ſtinte beſtoweth/ 
But, how in bountie hath chat hand ſurmounted, 
That cuer giuing, asking ouer-goeth: 
Andfor no gift, ſhall intrue grace be ſcanting, 
Doth giue irlelte, to ſee nocomfort wanting , 


? 


How wiſe is he, that teacheth how to wielde 

The world at will, by wicked wits deuiſe ! 

But wiſer much that findes that wit beguil'd, 

That neuer ſcckes the way to Paradiſe : 
Oh bleſſed loue, none but thy Lord of light 
Doth giue the ſoule that & heauenly light. 


How kinde is he, that doth his friend relieue, 

In time of need, of world'y mindes reputed? 

But he that l:elpes the heart, that him doth grieue, 

To ſuch a minde, what praiſc may bee imputed! 
How kinde is then our ChriR, lethis death trie, 
Who hated finne, yer did for ſinners die. 


How valiant 15 hec held, that can ſubdue, 

By force of hand, the futie of his foe! 

But, in whoſe hand ſuch valoureuer grewe, 

As gaue both-death and hell their ouerthrow? 
Nonebut thy Lord my loue , that God ofHight, 
Who makes all powers to tremble at his Goh . 

; F 2 How 


How patient is that poore conceit eſteem'd, 
That can put vp a wrong, or croſſe,or two? 
But, how more patient may our Chriſt be deem'd, 
Thar bare all wrongs that all the world could doe! 
Oh, pccreleſle paterne of true patience power, 
That conquerd death,in paſſions dying houre! 


How iuſt is he, who as the Law doth bearc, 

The likelieſt rrueth his iudgement doth pronounce! 

But,how more iufte, whom neither hope nor feare 

Couldeuer mooue to challenge or denounce! 
Sweet /eſus Chriſt, who neuer Ceſar wrongeth, 
And giues to God,that ynto God belongeth, 


How gracious is that creature to be —_ 
That Gak repent him of his wickednefle / 
But, how more gracious,in whom God hath wrought 
The perfeR height of Graces holineſle/ 

It is thy life, my loue,our Lord and God, 

Who by his Grace, all ſinne hath ouer-trod, 


How comfortable is eſtcemd that hand, | 
That heales the ficke, although not neere to death! 
But, what more comfort in that power doeth ftand, 
Thento the dead can giue a liuing breath! 

My loue thou knoweſt that Lazarxs can tell, 
When aries teares did pleaſe our maſter well, 


What ſhould I in particulars proceed? 
When all and ſumme,that heauen andearth can ſhow, 
Are ſhort to finde how farre he doeth excecde 
The praiſe of prayſe,where higheſt prayſes goe. 

Bur, worſhip himin whom all Graces liue, 

Worthy more glory then the world can giuc, 


And ſince my God andeuerlining Lord, 

All in himſelfe,all hight of glory holdeth : 

And tothe faithfull onely doeth aftoord 

No more to know,them mercies care vntoldeth: 
Let my ſoules loue but humbly fall betore him, 
In admiration, wholly to adore him. 


For beauty, bounty, wiſedome,yalour,kindneſſe, 

Grace, patience,comfort,iuſtice,trueth, perfection : 
In whom all theſc doe liue, what reafons blindneſle 
Can thinke to reach in prayſes due pertection? 


VVhere inthe height, to haue all glory ſounded, 
Both heauns and earth, and Angels are confounded. 


And fince farre more then moſt that can be thought, 


T iacs 1 the lioht ofhis incomprehention: 
Which neucr ſenle,that cuer proudly fought, 
Burp -rtht inthe inſtant of intention: 

Ler my {-ule Gng,when all hearts ſtrings arc broken, 


His prayſe 1s more,then can in praiſe be {poken. 
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2 hen the Angcls all are ſinging, 
N V7 All of olotic cuer ſpringing, 
a ' Inthe ground ofhigh hramens graccs, 
j\ Nig. 'F CY Where all yertues haue their places : 
YA Oh that my re ſoule were neere them, 
1 Wiuhan mf rr hcart to heare then. 


Then ſhould faith mm foucs ſubmition, 
kfoying bur inmercies bleſſing , 
Where thar (innes are in remiſſion, 
Sing the ioyfull ſoules confetiing , 
Of her comforts high commending, 
All in glorie, n:uer ending. 


But, ah wretched ſhnfull creature, 
How ſhould the corrupted nature 
Ofthis wicked heart of mine, 
Thinke vpen that loue divine. : 
That : a4 tune the Angels voices, 
While the hoaſt of heaucn rcioyces / 


No, the ſonge of deadly forrowe, 

In the night, that hath no morroxw, 

Andtheir paines are neuer ended, 

That haue heauenly powers offended, 
Is more fitting to the merite, 


Of my foule infeQed ſpirite . 


Yet while mercie is remoouing 
All the ſorrowes of the louing, 
How can faith be full of blindneſſe ? 
To deſpaire of mercies kindneſle, 
While the hand of heauen is giuing, 
Comfort from the eucrliuing. 


No, my ſoule be no more ſorie : 

Looke ynto that life of glorie, 

Which the grace of faith regardeth, 

And the teares of loue rewardeth: 
Where the ſoule the comfort petteth, 
That the Aungels muſique ſerteth, 

There whenthouart well conducted, 


And by heauenly oracc inſtructed, 
How the faithful thoughtes to faſhion 


Ofa rauiſht loucrs paſſ1on: 
Sing with ſainQes,to Aungels nigheſt, 
Hallelwiah, inche highclt. 
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